The O'Reillys were a young family who had spent much of their life in England. There were four children, ranging in age from five to ten, and they were ruled and schooled by careful and commanding parents. Mrs O'Reilly did not go out to work, but spent such spare time as she had from her family supporting the local church in all its activities. She was a regular attender at her general practitioner, as she liked to be sure that her children were well cared for, and liked to 'catch things early'. Her doctor therefore knew her well, but was less well acquainted with her husband, who worked hard as a carpenter and seldom had time or inclination to attend the surgery. Thus it was all the more surprising when one Thursday evening he burst into the waiting room in an agitated state, and demanded to see the doctor immediately.
In the consulting room he was a little calmer, but very reluctant to get to the point, and spent some time talking about the pressures of his work, and the difficulty in keeping enough work going to support his young family. Eventually it transpired that he had become so tense the previous weekend that he had taken to drinking heavily. He had seldom ever done so to such an extent before, and as a result had become completely intoxicated. He remembered being in a rather shady part of town, getting very friendly with 'an individual', and finally waking up the next morning in the 'individual's' bed, having partial memories of an evening of love-making such as he had never had before. Seized by panic, in a dishevelled state he rushed round to his brother's house, and prevailed on him to ring his wife to say that they had been drinking together and that Mr O'Reilly had spent the night on his brother's sofa. After some time Mrs O'Reilly was persuaded to see the funny side of this, and her husband hoped against hope that she would soon forget it all.
Mr O'Reilly's guilt was painfully reinforced five days later when he developed a sore urethral discharge, and it hurt him to pass urine. When 
